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for a second before plunging into the 
steaming green mist and bubbling mud 
of the Venusian marshes. A weird-shaped tree 
crumpled under the impact then the floating 
veil closed over the scene. 
The strange countryside of Venus returned to 
its ringing silence with only the heat waves 
moving. 


Te slim two-seater rocket ship faltered 


, Head of the Special Investigating Branch, 

put down the red scramble telephone on 

his desk and looked up at agent Double Two- 
One. 

“Pack your bags, Double Two-One—you’re 
off to Venus.” 

Double Two-One 
questioningly. 

“What's up, sir?” 

“Have you heard of Magenta Seven?” 

“No, sir.” The agent’s voice was expression- 
less. 

“It’s a universal organisation on the same 
lines as the old Mafia,” S answered. “It runs the 
underworld on seven planets—that’s how it 
gets its name.” 

S pushed himself away from his plain oak 
desk and touched a small button on the wall 
behind him. A wood panel silently slid back 
into the wall revealing a screen. § bent forward 
and flicked the intercom switch. 

“We're ready.” 

The room darkened, then a parrot-like head 
flashed on the screen. 

“This is Zheno, Double Two-One . . . 
Magenta Leader for Venus. He was on his way 
to Earth to appear before the World Govern- 
ment Crime Investigation Committee.” 

“You say he was on his way, sir?” Double 
Two-One asked. ““What’s happened to him?” 

“That’s what I want you to find out. His 
ship disappeared—almost certainly sabotaged— 
somewhere over the Galadan Marshes. A 
rocket-hovership is waiting to take you there 
now. ... 1 want Zheno found—dead or alive.” 


taised his eyebrows 


“HE Galadan Marshes coming up, sir.” 
Captain Grade, the rocket-hovership’s 
pilot called over his shoulder to Double Two- 
One, checking his equipment at the back of the 
main cabin. 
The Special Agent turned his ice-cool mind 
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from the work he was doing, laid down the 
geiger counter and moved forward. Picking his 
way past the engineer seated at his control panel, 
he peered over the pilot’s shoulder. 

“Looks unfriendly!” 

“Sure does. . . . Say, George!” Captain 
Grade turned to his co-pilot. “Get Harry to 
check atmospheric and land density for some- 
where to settle down. Better buckle yourself 
into a seat, Double Two-One. As soon as we 
find a piece of firm ground we’ll begoingdown.” 

Double Two-One returned to his equipment 
and with quick efficient movements packed it 
away. Settling into the air-cushioned seat, he 
slipped over a safety catch and hand and chest 
clamps sprung from the arms and body of the 
seat, holding him firm. 

“Density 9 below,” Harry, the engineer, 
called. 

“That'll do! We’re going down.” 
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The rocket motors cut as huge hoverblades 
swung out from their space-stowing position 
on the top of the ship. For a brief second the 
ship hung motionless in the thin Venusian 
atmosphere. Then, slowly it began to descend 
towards the thick green mist swirling across the 
ground. Somewhere in the boiling mud below 
was a stretch of land firm enough to take the 
weight of the rocket-hovership. 

“Touch down.” 

A soft squelch sounded through the ship. 

Double Two-One slipped off the safety catch, 
allowing the clamps to spring back into the chair. 

Silently, the four men climbed into their 
pressure suits. Not only was the atmosphere 
thin outside the ship, but its basic ingredient 
was sulphuric acid. They could not last five 
seconds without their suits. 

“Ready?” 

“When you are, Double Two-One.” 


The four stepped into the airlock. Seconds 
later they groped their way from the ship. 

Double Two-One snapped his infra-red 
visor onto his space helmet. This allowed him 
to see through the mist. He could clearly make 
out the seething turmoil of mud and steaming 
bushes, the mangled trees turned to stone by the 
poisonous atmosphere. Only one thing lived in 
this land of death—the man-eating Galadan 
Flower. 

The Special Agent checked the position on 
the small bearing compass set into the back of 
his left glove. The last known position of 
Zheno’s ship had been 11C 41 Area 2. Accord- 
ing to the bearing compass he and the crew had 
touched down at 11C 40 Area 2. Zheno’s ship 
should be somewhere within a three-mile radius 
of his own position. 

“Got the density meter?” His voice was cool, 
unperturbed by the horror of the marsh. 
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Turning, he held out his hand for the small 
black box Harry was carrying. 

The engineer silently handed it over. 

Holding it in front of him, Double Two-One 
moved forward, his eyes fixed on the little 
oscillating needle on the box which told him if 
the ground was firm. Captain Grade and his 
crew followed close in his footsteps. 


‘OR the seventeenth time, the agent noted a 

change in direction and the time. It was a 
habit he had picked up in his early days as a 
special agent. Whenever he had to follow a 
twisting, turning course through strange coun- 
try, he jotted downsevery change of direction 
and the time of change. 

The needle of the density meter was still 


hovering near the eight or nine mark, indicating 
a straight, firm path. The little group pushed on. 

For a fraction of a second, he lifted his eyes 
from the density meter needle. Peering intently 
through his infra-red visor, he suddenly saw 
Zheno’s ship, nose down, in the soft ground 
twenty yards ahead. 

“We've found it!” 

“Good going, Double Two-One—but my bet 
is that this has been a waste of time. Zheno 
crashed three days ago—no one could live in 
this place that long.” 

Something jarred in Double Two-One’s mind, 
but whatever it was, it would not click. He 
turned to face Captain Grade. 

“My instructions are to find Zheno—dead or 
alive. Even if he’s dead, we'll find out if the 
ship was sabotaged.” 

“And if it was?” 

“Then T’ll have a new mission—finding out 
who did the sabotaging.” 

The four men moved forward faster. 

Reaching the wrecked ship, Double Two-One 
operated the exterior airlock control. The door 
slid open. 

They stepped in and waited for the pressure 
gauge to read normal before moving into the 
rear sealed compartment of the ship. 

“Who are you? Speak—or I’ll blast you to 
Saturn!” The man’s high-pitched squeaking 
voice screamed out. 

“Take it easy, Zheno—I’m Double Two-One 
from S Department. We’re here to take you back 
to Earth,” 

“No we’re not, Mister Special Agent.” 

Double Two-One froze as the hard barrel of 
a ray gun pressed in his back. The smell of 
danger turned his blood to ice. His brain 
clicked into gear like a computer. As he spoke, 
his mind measured every possible angle—every 
possible way to escape. 

“You're very good.” He spoke softly, 
dangerously. 

“T suppose the three of you work for 
Magenta!” A desperate plan began to formu- 
late in his brain. 

“T don’t understand how you’ve managed to 
work for the World Government for so long, 
Captain Grade.” He went on. 

“T’'m sorry to mislead you, Mister Special 
Agent, but I don’t work for any government. 
Your poor Captain Grade and his crew are in 


fact at the bottom of New York’s East River. 
I’m really Shannon, Magenta 3... Mars is my 
territory. 

“Harry is Magenta 2, from Mercury, and 
George is Magenta 6, from Jupiter.” 

Shannon stepped back as he spoke, leaving 
room for Harry the engineer to step from the 
airlock. “Get Zheno’s gun, Harry,” he barked. 

The engineer strolled forward his hard brittle 
eyes seeming to bore into Zheno’s brain. The 
parrot-man weakly lifted his ray gun, but fear 
gnawed at him. Slowly he dropped the gun and 
licked his lips. 

Stooping down Harry lifted him from his 
seat. 

“Come on, Zheno—the boss wants you.” 

“No! He’ll kill me!” 

The parrot-man struggled, but without effect. 
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“You're absolutely right, Zheno.” 

With the prisoner held tightly in his arms, 
Harry slipped past Double Two-One and 
Shannon into the airlock. 

The crook cocked his gun, digging it deep 
into the agent’s back. 

“Okay, Special Agent, hand over the density 
meter . . - you can find your own way home 
through the marshes—if you can.” 

Double Two-One turned round slowly and 
held out the black box. It was now a matter of 
timing and reflexes. 

Shannon stretched out a hand, his eyes fixed 
firmly on Double Two-One’s face. As his 
fingers opened to close on the handle, the 
Special Agent let go. The box crashed to the 
ground. 

Instinctively, Shannon’s eyes switched to the 


floor . . . a split second—and a foot thumped 
into the gunman’s stomach sending him crash- 
ing back into Harry and George standing in the 
airlock. 

Bracing himself for a tremendous change in 
pressure, Double Two-One sharply hit the 
emergency release button on the airlock. 

The outer door shot open. The air pressure 
rushed out, sucking the three crooks and Zheno 
into the green mist. 

With split-second timing Double Two-One 
followed fast, jabbing his heavy spacesuit boot 
at Harry’s space helmet. The perspex dome 
shattered. The green poisonous air swirled 
across the engineer’s bare face. Zheno tumbled 
from the crook’s lifeless arms. 

The situation had changed, the prisoner was 
now captor. Double Two-One calmly surveyed 
the scene, 

Shannon started to drag himself up from the 
soft mud, his hand reaching for his fallen ray 


gun. Coolly, calmly the coldly efficient agent 
grabbed the outstretched hand and yanked the 
crook to his feet! A hip movement, a roll of the 
body and Shannon shot through the air—into 
the gaping petals of a Galadan Flower. The 
petals snapped shut. A thin muffled scream 
pierced the air, then died away. 

The last surviving Magenta leader backed 
away from the towering avenging figure of 
Double Two-One. He swallowed hard, then 
turned and started to run blindly into the 
wisps of mist. 

“Come back, you fool.” Double Two-One’s 
voice cracked through the thin air. George took 
no notice, flaying his way madly forward. 
Suddenly, there was nothing beneath his feet 
except the soft, yielding mud. 

Panic seized him. He tried to turn back for 
the firm ground he had left, but the mud held 
him, as if it had fingers—fingers that crawled 
higher and higher up his boots. 


He opened his mouth to call—a scream for 
help, but his voice was frozen with fear. The 
mud rose higher and higher. 

“Come on, Zheno—you’ll make it back to the 
ship.”” Double Two-One helped the parrot-man 
to his feet. 

“But we can’t,” Zheno squeaked, “The 
density meter’s ruined.” 

“Don’t worry, our route is here.” The Special 
Agent indicated the courses and times he had 
jotted on the back of his glove. 

“J walk at the rate of one hundred and seventy 
yards a minute, so it’s quite an easy job to back 
track to the ship, Come on.” 

The two set out with Double Two-One 
striding confidently forward. The ship was only 
twelve minutes away. 


'HE final session of the World Government 
Crime Investigation Committee came to an 
end. Zheno was escorted from the committee 


room by his three armed bodyguards, while 
behind him, he left the three remaining Magenta 
leaders in police custody. 

S§ turned to his top Special Agent. “Nice job, 
Double Two-One. In another forty-eight hours 
the whole Magenta organisation will be under 
lock and key.” 

“I’m glad to hear it, sir.” 

The two agents rose to their feet and headed 
for the committee rodm door. 

“Come along to my office, Double Two-One, 
and we'll celebrate with a drink.” Double Two- 
One swallowed, his face seeming slightly pale. 

“That’s very nice of you, sir—but if you'll 
excuse me, I have a long report to write.” 

“Certainly, my boy—keep at it.” 

Double Two-One turned. away, breathing a 
sigh of relief. 

Tt wasn’t that he did not like drinking tea, 
but S always made it so weak it was like hot 
water. 


THE WORLD WE SHARE — 
with ELEPHANTS 


'HE two armies, Roman and Carthaginian, 

faced one another on either side of the 

broad plain. It was the year 255 B.c.—the 
Battle of Tunis—and the Carthaginians knew 
they were up against one of the best armies in 
the world. Their fleet had already been destroyed 
and they’d lost one land battle; but now they 
preferred to die fighting rather than become 
slaves of the Romans. True, they did possess a 
secret weapon . . . but they hadn’t much confi- 
dence in its success. 

With trumpets sounding, the Romans ad- 
vanced confidently, rays of sunshine falling now 
and then on their waving banners. The Car- 
thaginians were approaching more slowly, 
which puzzled the Roman leaders. Suddenly the 
whole Roman army was filled with panic as 
they caught sight of the most fantastically shaped 
creatures, huge and terrifying, lumbering to- 
wards them from the Carthage side. The 
Romans turned and fled . . . it was the very 
first time they had ever seen elephants. 


OT the first time elephants had played a big 

part in warfare, however. Ever since the 
discovery that man could make them docile 
servants, elephants had been used in war. Asian 
tulers were judged by the number of elephants 
they could send on to the battlefield. The 
animals would be colourfully decked out, with 
swords and poisoned daggers fixed to their 
trunks and tusks. Sometimes four together 
would support a tower concealing soldiers. 
Elephants were really the forerunners of the 
modern armoured tank. 

The Romans rarely used elephants in war, 
though. They thought them too unreliable and 
preferred to concentrate on anti-elephant 
defences, because when the animals were 
wounded or frightened, they usually ran amok, 
causing damage to their own lines as well as 
the enemy’s. Roman leaders found it just as 
effective, and less expensive, to disguise soldiers 
under massive canopies made to look like 
monster elephants. 
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As soon as they could, the Romans retired 
the few elephants they had, and forced their 
vanquished enemies to give them up too. But 
Asiatic and African monarchs continued to use 
the animals in battle until the sixteenth century. 


'HE classic example of the use of elephants 

in waris, of course, Hannibal’s famous cross- 
ing of the Alps. His aim was to capture Rome, 
and as the Romans themselves had command 
of the sea, he had to approach the city by land 
—which meant a journey through Spain, over 
the Pyrenees, along the South of France and 
over the Alps. One of the most amazing feats of 
the journey was transporting the elephants 
over the River Rhéne. Huge rafts were built, 
covered with earth and grass to look the same 
as firm ground, and the animals led on to them 
and towed across. The story goes that some 
elephants panicked and plunged into the water, 
drowning their riders, though the animals 
themselves were able to breathe through their 
trunks which they held up high as they walked 
across. 

Hannibal and a greatly reduced army cer- 
tainly completed the journey (though history 
says only one elephant survived the final stages), 
and the story has fascinated people for cen- 
turies. In 1959 a team from Britain borrowed 
an elephant and successfully managed to make 
a similar journey over the Alps, though it isn’t 
known for certain the exact route which 
Hannibal took. 


PART from serving man in war, elephants 
have played a big part inreligion, art, magic 
and even medicine. The Hindu religion believes, 
for instance, that a single elephant supports the 
weight of the world, and certain elephants used 
to be worshipped, pampered and treated like 
kings. In India, priests would watch the elephant 
for omens of good or evil, and the animals were 
also believed to help in the curing of anything 
from a headache to a broken leg. 
It is easy to understand why elephants have 


always béen regarded with such admiration by 
man. In addition to their fine appearance and 
great strength—African elephants stand as high 
as 11 feet from the shoulders to the ground, and 
have the strength to pull up to two tons—they 
are reported to be very loyal. Stories are told 
of elephants helping each other in the face of 


danger, and once the difficult task. of catching 
and training them has been carried out, they 
make faithful servants of man. 

No wonder that in natural surroundings all 
other animals, including the lion, give way before 
the elephant. In African wildlife, he is un- 
disputed lord. 
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a terrifying possibility has surrounded 
every launching of a man into the empty 
wastes outside the atmosphere. How, supposing 
something went wrong, could he get back to 
Earth again? The horrors of being permanently 
marooned in space, without hope of rescue, 
must have lain at the back of every astronaut’s 
mind at some time during his flight. 

This is where EGRESS comes in. 

EGRESS (short for Emergency Global Rescue 
Escape and Survival System) is a small compact 
globe held within the control compartment of 
a space capsule, within sight of the astronaut 
in his padded seat. 

Blast-off is now hours away. The capsule has 
been successfully orbiting the Earth, the man 
inside it weightless, but perfectly adapted to his 
condition. The sunrise has come up twice in a 
blast of yellow light, and the greens and browns 
and blues of his mother planet below have never 
ceased to remind him of a huge schoolroom 
globe. Everything still normal . . . all systems 
still “go”. 


Re: from the beginning of space travel, 
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Perhaps the astronaut will take a final meal, 
lifting the visor of his helmet . . . squirting in 
pulverised food from a plastic squeeze bottle. 
And then the tense moment as pre-set retro 
rockets fire, to direct the capsule back, through 
the searing heat of friction with earth’s atmo- 
sphere, and towards the recovery point, some- 
where in the seas below. 

The moment comes . . . passes. There is no 
tell-tale jolt, no illusion of suddenly changing 
direction into reverse. The retro-rockets have 
failed! 

By some freak of chance, even the manual 
controls refuse to activate the rockets, The 
capsule hurtles on, in free flight, travelling in an 
endless circle towards eternity. Suddenly, the 
earth seems the great distance away that it 
really is. 

The Astronaut quickly slips inside the small, 
instrument-packed bubble, just large enough to 
take his body. He slips into a specially padded 
seat and jabs the escape button EGRESS, his 
emergency passport to freedom. 

Clamps whisper down and pinion his arms 
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and legs, folding him into a position with his 
knees against his chest. Metal doors clang shut 
above his head. 1 

And then, less. that half a second later, 
EGRESS is blasted clear of the doomed ship. 

Its own brake-rockets slow EGRESS down as it 
reaches the denser layers of the atmosphere, 
and its transmitters send and pick up signals 
to and from base. There is also a device that 
sends out automatic distress flashes, and an air 
unit that would keep a spaceman alive for as 
many as two orbits of the Earth. 

Fifteen miles up, EGRESS releases its para- 
chute, which safely lands the escaped astronaut, 
ready for recovery. 
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the tiny Pacific island of Guam lies the 
Mariana Trench. Its deepest point, 36,000 
feet below the surface of the sea, is known as 


Aw: two hundred miles south-west of 


“The Challenger” . . . remote, mysterious . . . 
the most sunken part of any ocean bed. 

On January 23rd, 1960, The Challenger flung 
the gauntlet in the face of Jacques Piccard, 
oceanographer, diver extraordinary . . , a man 
to whom such a challenge could not be ignored. 

A descent to such a depth—nearly seven miles 
—could haye been considered madness. Many 
authorities had theorized that even the most 
primitive forms of marine life could hardly exist 
in such waters. A pressure of 200,000 tons from 
all sides surely made it impossible. 

Yet Piccard, with supreme faith in his extra- 
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ordinary submarine vessel, the bathyscaph 
Trieste, wasted no time on thoughts of danger. 
With Lieutenant Don Walsh, U.S. Navy, as his 
companion, he left the ocean-going tug Wandank 
at daybreak to begin man’s deepest dive! 

Several of the bathyscaph’s instruments had 
been broken during the tow from Guam. The 
surface telephone, the tachometer—a descent/ 
ascent speed indicator. Important instruments, 
but not vital. 


ROM the decks of Wandank observers 
watched the main hatch of the bathyscaph 
slam closed. A single bolt sealed it, hermetically. 
Then the cumbersome craft began to sink, 
pulled down by the weight of iron-pellet ballast. 
It took ten minutes for the bathyscaph to 
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sink a mere 300 feet. There, it encountered a 
layer of colder, denser water, and stopped 
dead! 

Dilemma number one. Should Piccard and 
Walsh expel some of the petrol from their 
buoyancy tanks? Could they risk this precious 
liquid, which might be their only hope of 
returning to the surface, should some accident 
befall them? Emergency procedure was simple 
. . . a switch to cut an electrical circuit, and so 
neutralize the powerful magnets which kept 
their ballast in place. Then, lighter-than-water 
petrol would carry them back to the surface. 
But what if the petrol were discharged? Would 
the bathyscaph still rise? 


Te was a chance they had to take. Not just 
once, but four times, they had to release the 
fluid to continue their dive! 

Eventually, at 625 feet, the Trieste decided to 
give up the pauses and embark on its dive in 
earnest. Now it was a case of releasing ballast 
at interyals, to prevent the speed of descent 
building up to a dangerous level. 

There was. phosphorescence in the water 
now... thin trails of vapour-like luminosity. 
This was plankton, the minute organism upon 
which fish feed. Fish.there were none. 

Twenty-four thousand feet. A depth beyond 


which no man had ever penetrated before . . . 
and yet another 12,000 feet lay ahead! 

Suddenly, a dull cracking sound came from 
somewhere above their heads . . . somewhere on 
the bathyscaph! The cabin trembled! The men 
wondered if it was a large fish. Or perhaps it was 
something more sinister... a vital part of the 
structure giving way under the enormous pres- 
sure of the sea. Every instrument in the vessel 
was switched off, and the two men listened. 
A minute, overall crackling could be heard. It 
might have been paint fragmenting on the inside 
of the sphere. “Perhaps it’s a shoal of prawns,” 
smiled Piccard nervously. 


A TINY jellyfish floated past the small port- 
hole of six-inch plastic... so there was life 
at this depth. And then, quite suddenly, Piccard 
spotted the flat, cream-coloured expanse of the 
ocean bed: 36,000 feet down . . . seven miles. 
They'd made it! 

It was a triumph enough in itself. . . yet by 
the strangest coincidence of nature, a double 
assurance that scientists had been wrong was 
ready and waiting. In that pencil-beam of the 
bathyscaph’s spotlight . . . a minute shaft in the 
great expanse of the Pacific Ocean... lay a 
solitary fish of the sole family, slowly flapping 
its way through the powdery silt. . . . 


The Trieste surfacing after a dive 
in the Mariana Trench 


know, only yesterday afternoon I was 
talking to Mrs. McClusky, and she 

told me she actually believes in ghosts!” 
“Oh dear, she’s there again,” Martin groaned 


$f) (Geese Upon my word, Tim, do you 


to himself as Mrs. Brown's. voice reached 
him through Tim O’Hara’s open bedroom 
door. 

Just lately Mrs. Brown, Tim’s landlady from 
the apartment downstairs, had popped in every 
morning for a cup of coffee and a chat, and 
Tim O’Hara, being a polite young man had sat 
and listened whilst Mrs. Brown chatted. 

Tim’s “Uncle” Martin, who was really a 
Martian stranded on Earth when his flying 
saucer had crashed, was not quite so well- 
mannered as Tim. In fact he had often made it 
quite plain that Mrs. Brown’s endless chatter 
got on his Martian nerves! 

“And she’s on- about ghosts for the umpteenth 
time this week, telling Tim how she doesn’t 
believe in them. I think I’ll give her something 
to think about,” thought Martin to himself 
with a mischievous twinkle in his eye. 


At that, a pair of horns, or antennae, poked 
up from the Martian’s close-cropped head, and. 
a moment later he had turned invisible. 

“Tt stands to reason,” Mrs. Brown was 
saying, “that a being from another world 
cannot move things about on this world!” 

Plop! 

All of its own accord a knob of sugar made a 
grasshopper-style jump out of the sugar bowl 
tight into Mrs. Brown’s coffee cup. 

She pretended not to notice. 

“Now I'll admit,” she continued boldly, 
“that things do sometimes happen that we can’t 
always explain, but that is only because we 
don’t. . . BEEEEK!”* 

The sugar bowl had now leapt up into the air 
and emptied itself all over her head! 

“Oh-oo000! You’re haunted, Tim O’Hara! 
Your apartment is haunted! Help! Help! 
Help!” she screamed as she fled towards the 
door. Before she could get out, three cushions 
had flown up from the settee and hurtled across 
the room after her, “It’s a poltergeist,” she 
wailed. “‘A ghost that throws things!” 
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The door slammed after her and Tim heard 
her heels clattering frantically down the stairs 
outside. 

“Oh, very funny, Uncle Martin,” Tim said 
with heavy sarcasm, to an apparently empty 
room. “I’m ashamed of you playing a trick on 
her like that. You could have scared her to 
death!” 

“Then it would serve her right for trying to 
bore us to death with her endless gossip!” 

Tim moved to clear up the soggy mess of 
sugar and coffee that Mrs. Brown had spilt, 
but... 

“Ooof!” 

“Ouch!” 

“Martin, if you will stay invisible, you must 
expect to be bumped into!” 

“Sorry, Tim, but I’m... er... stuck!” 

“How do you mean, ‘stuck’?” 

“Stuck invisible. I can’t get my antennae back 
in again and become visible. I think it’s a touch 
of dizegular cramp. It’s a complaint we Mar- 
tians catch when we don’t get enough vitamin 
734, It’s very.annoying.”” 

“Haven’t you got any in pills?” Tim asked, 
feeling a little angry at Martin for getting 


himself into such a plight all for the sake of a 
silly joke. 

“No, Tim, I'll have to make some, but the 
trouble is, I don’t know what plants or animals 
here on Earth contain the vitamin I need.” 

“Then we shall just have to go down to the 
public library and find out. Come’on, Uncle 
Martin!” 

The first part of the journey, by car, was 
easy. The difficulty came after they had parked 
the car and began to walk the last hundred 
yards or so. It was then that Martin really 
learned that being invisible could be a painful 
nuisance. People were unable to see him and 
tended to walk right into him! 

Tt was not until he had suffered a kicked shin, 
a trampled toe and three handbags rammed 
into his ribs that Martin hit upon the idea of 
marching close behind Tim. 

Life in the library was no easier. Tim had to 
collect the books from the shelves and place 
them open on a table so that Martin could read - 
them. If Martin had picked up a book there was 
the risk that the librarian would see it floating 
along in mid-air. Yet it was whilst Tim was 
searching for a volume on animal fats that a 
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very stout lady sat upon the chair already 
invisibly occupied by Martin! 

There was a scream and a great commotion. 

A friend finally took the startled woman home 
and put her to bed, where she remained until 
three doctors and two psychiatrists had con- 
vinced her that it was safe to get up again. 

After the library, Tim and Martin went to the 
chemist’s to ask him to mix the tonic. The 
counter attendant almost called a doctor for, 
Tim, whom he caught more than once seemingly 
arguing with himself about the right ingredients 
to be put into the tonic. 

The chemist prepared the mixture as re- 
quested and Mattin drank it down when no one 
was looking, but it had no effect. 

So Martin and Tim. went home, to think 
again. By now, Tim, whose first annoyance had 
worn off, was as worried about the Martian’s 
invisible state as was Martin himself, and it was 
in moody silence that they entered Tim’s 
apartment. 

In fact they were both well inside the door 
before they noticed Mrs. Brown there waiting 
for them, or saw the dozens of cotton threads 
hanging limply from the ceiling. 

“Oh, Tim, I knew you wouldn’t mind me 
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coming in like this, but it’s that ghost of yours. 
I’ve been in contact with the Los Angeles Ghost 
Hunting Society and they advised me to track 
down the poltergeist by these hanging 
threads. . . .” 

“But Mrs. Brown,” Tim said, desperately 
trying to interrupt, and failing. 

“. . As it moves about the room it will 
disturb the threads and . . . THEREIT GoES,” she 
yelled excitedly. 

The last words were a screech! Uncle Martin 
was in the room and no matter where he went, 
he could not help disturbing the threads and 
giving his position away. Mrs. Brown had seen 
the moving threads. 

With a look of determined heroism she 
leaped to her feet, suddenly brandishing a 
baseball bat. 

WHAMPH! 

““YEEEEOW!”” 

Mrs. Brown had made her first strike. Martin 
fled across the room. 

WALLoP! 

“oooow!”” 

Strike two to Mrs. Brown, but then the 
bathroom door slammed and the key turned on 
the inside. 
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“Did you see that, Tim O’Hara? Did you see 
how I laid into that spook? I'll teach it to tip 
sugar over my head!” 

“Yes, Mrs. Brown, I expect that ghost is 
feeling real sorry right now,” answered Tim, 
wondering which ,part of Martin’s invisible 
person had felt the weight of the landlady’s 
baseball bat. 

Mrs. Brown remained triumphant and ex- 
cited for several minutes, then they heard the 
wail of a siren, the scuffing of tyres as a car 
braked sharply, and heavy feet pounding up the 
stairs. 

“This is the police! Open up in there!” 

Tim opened the door. 

“Afternoon, Mrs. Brown, Mr. O’Hara,” said 
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climbing out of your bathroom window . . . 
thought it may be a house-breaker!” 

“No, officer, it was a ghost,” Mrs. Brown 
declared. 

“A ghost, Mrs. Brown . . . but there ain’t no 


such things. . .!’” 

“Oh, yes there*are. I’ve just whacked one 
with this baseball bat!” 

* * * 

Some time later, Tim found Martin in the 
garage. He was visible again. 

“It was the bat that cured me. It jolted my 
antennae in again,” Martin explained. 

“You know Mrs. Brown now firmly believes 
in ghosts,” Tim said. 

“And I believe in Mrs. Brown,” moaned 


a breathless cop. “Are you folks okay? A Martin as ‘he gingerly fingered his head. 


neighbour just called us to say she saw a man 
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“And I’ve got the bruises as proof!” 


(Repeated, in colour, by request, from TV Century 21 No. 4 
Universe Edition). 


Just off the Secret List is this detailed plan-drawing of Stingray. 
Released by Marineville’s Office of Information, the drawing 
shows in detail the workings of the W.A.S.P. patrol vessel. 


Lieutenant-Commander Jargon, Chief Information Officer, 
pointed out that certain parts of Stingray’s power and drive 
were still on the secret list. Nevertheless, this is the first time 
any real details of Stingray have been. published. 


KEY TO NUMBERS: 


1. Surface videoscan periscope. 

2, Aft bulkhead with access door 
to monocopter bay. 

3. Conning tower hatch. Video- 
scan arm below swings clear 
when hatch in use. 

4, Main control cabin. Captain sits 
to port, hydrophone operator to 

starboard facing main instrument 
bank in front. Behind captain, 
companion ladder leads to lower 
deck wardroom, crews’ sleeping 
quarters, galley and access to 
engine rooms and equipment 
bays. 

Auxiliary instrument consoles. 

Standby lounge with navigation 

library-and table. 

7. Atomic generator feeds twin 
motors driving the Drumman— 
WASP HYDROJET. 

8, Contra-rotating antistorque eddy 
damper, 

9, Port hydroplane. 

10. Aft trim tanks. 

11, Port Aquasprite (two-man 
underwater “jeep"). 

12, Prestressed honeycomb !amin- 
ated monocoque hull. 

13, Starboard Aquasprite launched, 

14. Auxiliary engine room. 

15, Electronics bay. 

16, Pressurised diaphragin air-from- 
water extractors, 

17. Air compressors and reserve 
storage, (Starboard compartment 
not shown, houses recycling 
unit), 

18. Sting missile bay. 

19. Stabilising fin. 

20, Booster units on pylon supports, 

21. Sting missile launched 

22. For'ard trim tanks. 


Key to drawing on far riglit. 
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SUPERCAR 


powered whine to a whistling hum, sank 
to a murmur and finally faded. 

Mike Mercury was home and looking forward 
to Christmas with all its fun and celebra- 
tions. 

He climbed out of the cockpit, already think- 
ing of prime turkey and mince pies. 

“Mike! Mike! Come and look at our latest 
invention!” 

Suddenly all thoughts of food vanished. 
Somehow Mike was no longer certain that 
Christmas would be the happy carefree affair 
that he had imagined. That shouting and yelling 
from the laboratory told him that the scientists 
were at work, and once Doctor Beaker and 
Professor Popkiss put their heads together, 
anything could happen, and it usually 
did, 

“This is my ...em... greatest invention yet, 
Mike!” That was Doctor Beaker’s voice, 

“And it works. We’ve tested it thoroughly!” 
added Professor Popkiss. 

“They really seem to be on to something this 
time,” thought Mike as he moved towards the 
workshop. 

As he entered the workshop he thought for an 
instant that he had gone into the kitchen by 
mistake, and he found himself thinking of food 
again, for his nostrils were suddenly filled with 
the aroma of roast turkey with stuffing. 


G powered wt engines died from a high- 
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Then he blinked in amazement at what he 
saw. There on the work bench, amid pliers, a 
hammer, wire, screws, bent nails, bits of tin, a 
bucket from the garden and an old television 
tube was the most fat, brown, glistening, steam- 
ing, delicious-looking turkey Mike had ever 
seen in his life! 

“What do you...em. .. think of it, Mike, 
eh?” Beaker gurgled, obviously very proud of 
himself. “What an... er. . . invention! Most 
...em... satisfactory!” 

“Tt’s a fine turkey,” Mike agreed, so as not 
to hurt the inventor’s feelings, “‘but roast turkey 
was invented when the Pilgrim Fathers landed 
in America . . . that’s if ‘invented’ is the right 
word to use.” 

Beaker raised his arms in exasperation. 
“Explain it to him, Popkiss!” he said. 

“I think it will be better if we show him. 
Think of a food!” Popkiss challenged him. 

“A carrot!” Mike retorted. 

“One cup of ... em... earth should be 
enough,” mumbled Beaker, using a tea cup to 
dig earth out of the garden bucket. 

It was not until the doctor began tipping the 
earth into a wide funnel that Mike noticed 
what the scientists had meant by their invention. 
Tt was not the turkey at all, but a strange 
contraption of metal and wire beside it. 

There was the funnel at one end, into which 
Beaker was dispensing the earth, then a 
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complicated tangle of pipes with glass bubble 
valves and a built-in typewriter keyboard, then 
more tubes and wires ending in. something 
which could only be described as an oven! 

Popkiss rattled the keyboard, the contraption 
seemed to groan, gurgle, hiss and clank. 
Finally there was a clunk and the oven door 
swung open to reveal a carrot, a splendid 
orange-red, full-length carrot reposing on the 
oven floor. 

“There you are, Mike,” announced Beaker 
triumphantly. “We made it! We have...em... 
invented a machine that makes food out of 
earth!” 

“And it’s good food,” interrupted Popkiss. 
“We've tested it for everything, by photo 
analysis, chemical analysis, by neutron refrac- 
tion, by specific gravity. We've tested for chemi- 
cal composition, nuclear disposition, radio- 
activity, for vitamins, proteins, calories. . . .” 

“Okay! Okay! I believe you,” Mike cried 
with a desperate note of surrender in his voice. 
“We'll take it along to the United Nations the 
morning after Boxing Day. 

“But where are Jimmy and Mitch?” he asked, 
realising that he had not seen them. 

“Oh, we sent them into the living quarters to 
fix the Christmas decorations,” Beaker an- 
nounced. ‘‘We daren’t risk having a boy anda 
chimpanzee around whilst we were inventing 
food! They would eat it faster than we could 
make it!” 


'HE living quarters were decorated all 

right! Jimmy had managed to string a few 
paper chains across the ceiling, whilst Mitch 
seemed to have tangled the remainder around 
and under the furniture. 

Mike could not help laughing at the scene, 
but soon lent a hand to restore order to the 
chaos. As he was doing so, a “Newsflash” came 
over the television. 

“It seems as though the inhabitants of the 
island of Sharne will go without their Christmas 
dinner this year. A heavy storm is raging along 
the western coast and the monthly supply ship 
has reported engine trouble.” 

Mike turned off the set. 

“Forget the decorations, Jimmy, we’re going 
to take those islanders Doctor Beaker’s latest 
invention so that they can enjoy their Christmas 
after all!” 
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ee a shabbycroom, in a tumbledown building 
not far from the home of Supercar, Master- 
spy, Mike Mercury’s arch enemy, took off a set 
of headphones and chuckled evilly to Zarin, 
his cunning assistant. 

“Heh! Heh! I wonder how long it will be 
before Mike Mercury discovers that I have 
planted a secret microphone inside his television 
set, so that I can listen to every word spoken in 
his living quarters! 

“Go and hire a helicopter!” came Master- 
spy’s command. “‘We’re going to Sharne to 
steal that food machine. The directors of Duper 
Supermarkets will pay us a fortune for a 
machine that can make food out of dirt!” 


IKE Mercury and Jimmy had set up 

Doctor Beaker’s weird apparatus in the 
church hall at Sharne, and by Christmas Eve 
morning they had begun to turn the local earth 
into the seasonal fare that the stricken supply 
boat had failed to bring. 


46 


“Mitch! Put down those bananas!” yelled 
Mike as the thieving chimp ran up the side of 
the stage to peel his pillaged bananas. 

“Never mind,” Jimmy said with a laugh. 
“We can make some more. .. ouch!” 

Mitch had taken one bite of a banana and 
had hurled the rest of the bunch at his friend. 
Then in a fearful chimpanzee rage he leaped 
down on to the stage and began flinging the 
other bananas, nuts and cakes furiously 
around the hall. 

Pandemonium broke loose. Mike and Jimmy 
rushed at the chimp. He dodged them. The 
islanders joined in the chase as the angry Mitch 
tan amok with a large bag of machine-made 
Brazil nuts as ammunition. 

It was at the height of the confusion that two 
sinister figures sneaked in through the stage 
door, grabbed up the food machine between 
them and ran for their lives! 


SUPERCAR 


Mike Mercury lost no time in giving chase in 
Supercar, but there was little he could do until 
Masterspy decided to land the helicopter of his 
own free will, for if Mike forced it down into the 
sea he would not only dispose of his enemies 
but the food machine as well! 

The three-day storm was raging with added 
fury, and the helicopter, heavily laden with the 
weighty food machine, made little progress 
against the gale-force winds. It was as much as 
Masterspy could do to crash land the aircraft 
on a nearby barren rock, snapping off the rotor 
blades through landing too close to a cliff. 

Mike was actually swooping to the rogues’ 
rescue when a distress rocket popped feebly 
against the ragged horizon. It was the supply 
ship. 

“Masterspy and Zarin will come to no im- 
mediate harm on that island,” Mike thought. 
“Td better do what I can to help that ship. It’s 
sure in a bad way.” 

There was only one thing to do. Supercar 
would have to take the ship in tow! 

The murky grey hours of daylight had dark- 
ened gloomily into the inky rain-lashed eternity 


of a winter’s night before the crippled vessel 
entered the merciful haven of Sharne Sound. 
Then, with her safely moored against the 
sheltering quay, the islanders toiled until well 
past midnight to unload their Christmas fare. 

By Christmas morning, the storm had eased 
its fury, and Mike and Jimmy were more than 
welcome at the islanders’ festivities. 

“This is really a merry Christmas!” pro- 
claimed Mike. “Everyone is enjoying them- 
selves. Even Masterspy and Zarin may be a bit 
cold, but at least the food machine will give 
them plenty of tasty food to eat.” 

“T doubt it,” piped up Jimmy. “We found out 
why Mitch got so angry when he ate one of 
these machine-made bananas.” 

“You did?” said Mike with interest. 

“Yes, Mike. You see, those two crazy scient- 
ists tested that food in every scientific way they 
knew, but they forgot the most important test 
of all.” 

“They did?” 

“Popkiss forgot to test his food for taste! 
It was made from earth, and it all tasted like 
earth!” 


NE foot is having a kick at Ireland. The 
O second is treading in the face of Scot- 

land, and the third is wiping its shoe on 
England.” That’s the story a Manxman will tell 
you about his island’s strange, three-legged coat 
of arms. 

Cocky, stubborn, independent. That has been 
the face of Man throughout its long history, 
since the days of the ancient Norse kings who 
tuled it, then the Irish and Scots, and finally the 
English, who took over its throne . . . fora price. 
For in 1765, when the Island was in possession 
of the Dukes of Athol, the British Government 
was forced to move in and buy the rights to the 
kingship. Ruinous smuggling from the Island 
to the mainland was getting out of hand! 

Yet even with its King taken away, the Isle 
of Man retained that independence that survives 
to this day. It has its own government, a pocket- 
sized edition of the British Parliament, and its 
own laws which must be proclaimed by ancient 
ceremony on the Tynwald Hill each July 5th 
(old Midsummer Day). The laws are proclaimed 
both in English and in the Manx tongue—a 
form of Celtic Gaelic. 

Such ceremony is typical of the way Manx- 
men hold on to traditions and beliefs. Many 
inhabitants. believe implicitly in the “little 
people”—as avidly as the Irish do. There are 
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places on the Island that are supposed to be 
sacred to the fairy folk, and locals never fail to 
call a greeting as they pass by. Some will tell 
you that if you forget and don’t doff your hat 
to the “wee folk” all sorts of mishaps will befall 
you. There have been inexplicable stoppings of 
cars .. . engine failures that have mysteriously 
righted themselves when the “magic” words, 
“Good day to you, Little People”, were uttered! 

There are over 55,000 people living on Man, 
and heaven knows how many Manx cats. The 
true species, known locally as “‘stubbins’, have_ 
no tail at all—not even the trace of a stump. 
Naturalists say that similar types of cat are 
known in Eastern Asia, and that one of these, 
brought over by some long-forgotten seaman, 
might have begun the Manx species. 

You may decide to go to the Isle of Man some 
time, and if you do go, even if you normally 
scoff at superstitions, don’t forget just a whis- 
pered ‘How d’you do” and a tilt of the hat to 
the “wee folk” as you go ashore! 


MUSIC BOX 


by 


BARRY GRAY 


Have you got a Tape Recorder?—Or has big 
brother, sis, or a friend got one you can experiment 
with? If so, you can have lots of fun with “Beheaded 
back to back” splicing, one of the simplest ways of 


making electronic music. 


Get someone to play a 
weird chord of four notes 
towards the bass end of 
the piano, holding it for 
about five seconds, while 
you record it twice, so 
that you have two “Takes” 
of the same chord. Now 
remove the cover covering 
the recording heads of the 
recorder, so that you can 
see the tape passing across 
the playback head, and 


mark the length of each 
chord with a piece of 
chalk or chinagraph pen- 
cil. Cut out the first chord, 
and cut 1} inches of tape 
off the front of it. Next cut 
13 inches off the second 
chord. You now take the 
first chord, turn it round, 
and join it to the remain- 
der of the second chord, 
in other words, reverse it, 
and edit it back into the 
tape. 


You will find that when you play back these chords, they will sound like something strange approaching 


out of space, and going away again. 


It’s not as complicated as it sounds!—Oh! And by 
the way, if you did borrow that recorder don’t forget 
to return it as you found it. If it’s your own, always 
keep it clean and look after it. 
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LIPSTICK | 


NOW LET US 


FIND THE GOLDI, 


I Zo, 
f FS 
iN ; Z 


NOT ON OUR NECKS, 
PARKER, BUT ON THEIR 
- A OWN! THAT LITTLE 
BUT, M'LADY — THAT x EXPLOSION, AS YOU 
LITTLE EXPLOSION WILL ‘g' CALLED IT, WAS AVERY 
BRING THOSE FELLERS > QUICK - ACTING KNOCK- 
DOWN ON OUR NECKS! GAS! 

ae if 


yA Searin THAT'S TORN IT —' 
A GORDON TIME 


SLEEP FOR EVER), 


THAT'S JUST IT, \ VOU DISAPPOINT MEN 
LCAN'T! 17'8 THE JN | { PARKER... | SUPPOSE 
Ki A YOU WILL HAVE TO GO 


ONLY SAFE MADE 
1 CAN'T OPEN! _Af 


FOR THE KEYS. 
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MINUTES LATER... 


{ye Bia = 
pe eau 
BACK ALREADY, YS 


iy GOOD EVENING, < 
y pealys Ameassapor! 


AS THE LIGHT CATCHES THE 


CIGARETTE, LADY PENELOPE a 


TIGHTLY CLOSES HER EYES 
WN TK W We 


[os 
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MEE NE SD Eg 
KE er i ¥ 
AMBASSADOR THEN OPEN AN oS ide Oey se ied 
/ 
aad hee 2 F ALL MY LIFES 


+ AND ALL LOADED, 'GOOD- BYE, MISTER 
READY TO BE RETURNED AMBASSADOR — 
TO THE BANK OF ENGLAND. i i. AND THANK You! 


THAT, | CAN'T SEE HOW | 
CAN DISAGREE, M'LADY! 
YA WHAT AM / SAYING? 

WA | MUST BE CRAZY! 


WHEN YOU PUT IT LIKE WS 
5 


AND 
LD NOT hex M \ N 
0, PARKER — YOU JUST 
EVEN acer HAT ee NEED A CUP OF TEA! 


MONDAY 

Was quite sad in the morning when 
Venus and Steve flew: off in Fireball 
XLS. | was left behind with Com- 
mander Zero and Lieutenant 90. 
90 is all right, but Commander Zero 
is an old misery. 


WEDNESDAY 

Commander Zero wouldn't let 
Jonathan and me play out today, he 
kept us in the Control Room all day. 
He is an old misery. 


Howdy, folks, welcome home... 
follow me... This is my diary for 
a week, It’s hard for me to write 
with a pencil because I have pads 
at the ends of my fingers, but 
what I do is to dip my paws in ink 
and then make the letters on the 
wall of Space City. I keep getting 
told off for doing this. 


TUESDAY 

Played with Jonathan Zero, the 
Commander’s little boy. He is nice. 
We went for a walk and got lost. 
Commander Zero had to send out a 
search party for us. He is an old 
misery. 


FRIDAY 

Commander Zero was angry. He told 
Lieutenant 90 off for sending the 
passenger ship to Mars yesterday. 
Lieutenant 90 was not worried, he 
knows the Commander is an old 
misery anyway. 


SUNDAY 

Commander Zero was happy. Steve 
and Venus are coming home today 
and he doesn’t have to look after me 
for another week. Never seen him 
so happy. Watched Fireball XL5 land. 
Wagged my tail when | saw Venus. 
I like her. She is not an old misery. 


THURSDAY 

Decided to teach Commander Zero 
a lesson after he kept us in again as a 
punishment for getting lost on Tues- 
day. | moved all the flight schedules 
round and a freighter that was to go 
to Mars went to Saturn, and a pas- 
senger ship that was to go to Saturn 
went to Mars. 


SATURDAY 

Jonathan and | went to the pictures 
today. Saw a funny film about 
covered wagons and Indians. It was 
called the Old West. Good job Com- 
mander Zero didn’t come. He would 
have been miserable. 


IGHT. The black velvet weight of dark- 
N ness lay over the Martian plain shutting 

from view the squat, square buildings 
of the World Security Council’s Cahelium Re- 
search Plant. The void hung in the air, isolating 
one guard from another, so that each man felt 
as if he had been buried alive, 

The soldier on Gate 3 stood at his post, hum- 
ming silently to himself while he scanned the 
blackness with infra-red binoculars which 
allowed him to see the naked outcrops of rock 
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which fingered their way skywards from. the 
barren earth. 

A knife flashed. The air pipe from oxygen 
tank to pressurized suit parted. The space 
helmet collapsed and the guard crumpled at the 
feet of the assassin behind him, 

Four men materialized from the blackness, 
passed through the now unguarded Gate 3 and 
glided across the mataerom road to the pres- 
surized living quarters. 


One minute . . . two minutes . . . three 


DOUBLE TWO-ONE SPECIAL AGENT 


minutes, Carrying a fifth man, the four re- 
appeared. They silently retraced their steps past 
the lifeless guard, out through the open gate 
and then melted into the night. 


“Y TICE-COMMANDER ZERO of the World 

Space Patrol and Sub-Commander Shore 
of the World Aquanaut Security Patrol. Gentle- 
men, this is the Chief Special Investigating 
Agent who for security reasons is known only 
as Double Two-One.” 

Double Two-One nodded greetings to the two 
liason officers facing him across the broad 
conference table. 

Casually he turned to Colonel Leaman who 
had just completed the introductions, and in his 
deep quiet voice asked what was the problem. 
Leaman, as Security Head of the Cahelium 
Plant, rapidly outlined the facts of Professor 
Carrel’s kidnapping. 

Using short clipped sentences, he told all that 
his security men had been able to piece together 
of the raid. 

Double Two-One listened in silence, making 
a mental note of the kidnappers’ intensive 
Knowledge of the layout of the top secret 
Cahelium Plant. 

Leaman snapped off his outline and shot a 
look at Double Two-One that asked why in 
blazes he had not already recovered the missing 
professor. . 

Double Two-One smiled back politely. 

“What was Carrel working on?” 

The Special Agent’s question hung in the air. 
Leaman, Zero and Shore looked at one another, 
uncertain how much they should tell. 

“Now look here, gentlemen,” Double Two- 
One’s cold blue eyes raked the three officers’ 
faces. 

“Either one of you starts talking, or I'll go 
back to my holiday in the mountains. I’m not 
here to play guessing games.” 

Lieutenant-Commander Zero looked up from 
studying the oak grain of the table. “Have you 
heard of extract X47” 

Double Two-One shook his head. 

“Well,” Zero leaned forward, his voice drop- 
ping to a whisper as if he expected the walls to 
be listening. 

“Tt’s a new metal hardener, or it will be when 
it’s finally developed. 

“The World Space Patrol needs X4 toughened 


metal to build its next fleet of space ships, the 
Fireball XL series. Without X4 and the Fireball 
fleet it won’t be many years before our Solar 
System is conquered by another Space Empire.” 

Double Two-One let out a long slow whistle 
of surprise. He turned to Shore. 

“And where does the World’ Aquanaut 
Security Patrol come into this?” 

“Stingray!” Shore spat out the word. “A new 
underwater ship capable of a speed in the region 
of six hundred knots, 

“You need mighty tough metal to withstand 
that speed underwater, Double Two-One!” 

“Tl say you do.” 

Leaman stood up and walked behind Double 
Two-One’s chair. 

The men’s eyes met and clashed. An under- 
current of intense dislike flashed between them. 
Leaman made no attempt to hide the fact that 
he thought Double Two-One’s presence a 
nuisance. He felt sure that, left to. their own 
devices, his security men at the Cahelium Plant 
could track Carrel more easily and quickly than 
the squared-jawed, public-school office worker 
who thought he was such a great Special Agent. 

Double Two-One cocked his eyebrows and 
waited for Leaman to speak, 

“T can’t overstress that if anybody learns the 
secret of X4 and puts it to use, they would 
control the Solar System in six months. 
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“IT only hope you can find Carrel before 
then,” Leaman finished sneeringly. 


OUBLE TWO-ONE checked the pressure 

of his space suit before stepping through 
the main air lock of the Cahelium Headquarters 
building situated in the main street of Glenn, 
the capital city of Mars. 

His atomic powered supercharged hovercar 
was rising from the building’s subterranean 
hoverpark on the compressed air lift. As it 
reached ground-level a robot slammed it into 
forward drive, sending it skimming to the bot- 
tom of the long flight of steps leading down 
from the building’s air lock to the sidewalk. 
Now it was ready to speed him to his destination 
at four hundred miles an hour. 

Double Two-One climbed into the car’s main 
driving cabin, switched from manual to robot 
control, fed the computer destination data; 
switched in automatic pilot and settled’ down to 
enjoy the radar controlled drive to the Cahelium 
Research Plant, six hundred miles away across 
the great desert plain of Mars. 

The hovercar kicked forward, and the tall 
plastic steel buildings, pressurized for atmo- 
sphere, became a blur of colours. 

As all hovercars flew at different levels, 
accidents never happened. Because of the nature 
of his job, Double Two-One had been allocated 
level Red 1. This meant that his traffic lane was 
600 feet above ground. At this height he would 


not be stopped by robot traffic wardens at lane 
intersections, but would have a clear run to his 
destination, 

The city rapidly faded into the background as 
the hoverear screamed out across the red desert 
plain. 

Double Two-One settled back in his seat and 
telaxed. It would be another thirty-five minutes 
before he reached the Cahelium Plant, and he 
had alot to think about, especially of who at the 
plant had told the kidnappers which block 
Professor Carrel would be in and how to get 
there. 

Before he finally settled, Double Two-One let 
his eyes flicker across the hovercar’s control 
dials. Speed—347; 1,527 revolutions per second; 
temperature normal; fuel full; course 91 zero 
green; all systems green. Double Two-One 
closed his eyes and started to think. 

The miles flashed by. The endless desert 
slipped away 600 feet below. The country began 
to change. Now the odd outerop of rock 
provided a wall for sand to bank against. 

Double Two-One slowly straightened up. He 
had worked out a plan of action and was now 
impatient to put it into operation. Again his 
eyes flicked across the dials. He stiffened. A 
seventh sense told him something was wrong. 
Rapidly he began to check the readings. 

Speed 427. Too high. The hovercar should be 
slowing down for the landing at the Research 
Plant. 


1,901 revolutions. Also too high. 

Temperature 147 degrees centigrade. 

Double Two-One slammed the computer cut- 
out switch. Nothing happened. The robot was 
locked in, and the atomic motor was running 
away. 

The rey-counter flickered to 2,012. Another 
500 revs and the atomic engine would be un- 
stoppable. The internal temperature would build 
to a fantastic heat, then the whole lot would 
explode. 

Double Two-One’s mind ticked over, calmly 
measuring every possible course of action. If he 
could put the computer out of action now, the 
atomic core rods would automatically drop out. 
But then he would be 600 feet in the air without 
any engine thrust. 

Coldly, deliberately, he smashed the heel of 
one of his lead boots into the computer 
control panel. Two tremendous flashes split the 
computer cabinet. The engine jet spluttered, 
then died out. He now had fifty seconds before 
the forward thrust died and the hovercar 
plunged to earth. 

Now for problem two. Even if he brought the 
hovercar down in one piece, there was a 90-10 
chance of splitting his pressure suit. If that 
happened, he would be dead anyway. Ripping 
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off the front of the computer cabinet, Double 
Two-One tore out a bank of wire. Taking one 
wire at a time, he began to tie them tightly 
around his limbs. 

First the ankles, one at a time. Then just 
below each knee; at the top of each thigh, one 
round his waist, one at the top of each arm, 
each elbow and his wrists. Now, if his pressur- 
ized suit did get torn in any one place, the 
tightly tied wires would isolate that section, 
while still keeping the pressure in the rest of 
the suit. 

Next, Double Two-One slashed the leather of 
the hovercar seat. Pulling out the foam padding, 
he began to tie it around him. It would help to 
absorb the force of impact. 

The whole operation-had taken forty-seven 
seconds. 

Double Two-One reached for the manual 
control. Now came the difficult part. The hover- 
car had to be glided down for a very flat pancake 
landing. A slow sardonic smile crossed the 
special agent’s face. He hoped the years of robot 
controlled flight had not completely destroyed 
his flying ability. 

Gripping the control column, he slipped his 
feet into the rudder bars. 

The forward thrust began to die. The front 
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dropped and the hovercar plunged earthwards. 
Double Two-One gritted his teeth and fought 
for control. Slowly, very slowly, the nose began 
to lift as the desert rushed up at the car. The 
tail thumped down. Then the belly. The hover- 
car bounced, skipping across the sand. The tail 
and the belly thumped down again. The controls 
kicked from Double Two-One’s hands. The 
nose dropped into the soft yielding sand. A 
furrow was being ploughed; ploughed straighter 
and deeper than any other furrow had ever been 
ploughed before. The sand piled up and over 
the hoverear. It disappeared. 

As the dust settled, a slight movement started 
in the sand. A gloved hand appeared, then an 
arm, a shoulder, a head. Double Two-One 
pulled himself clear of the sand pile. Every 
muscle, every bone ached, but, as far as he 
could tell, everything was in one piece. 

He took a double check. The seat padding 
had done a great job—or had it? His left ankle 
felt numb, frozen. Double Two-One looked 
down. His space suit was split from the wire on 
his left ankle right up to the knee. In two 
minutes fifteen seconds that portion of his left 
leg would be dead. The cells, muscles and bones 
frozen solid. 

There was nothing he could do about it, so, 
shrugging his shoulders, he turned towards the 
distant mountains and started to walk. He now 
knew the answer of Professor Carrel’s dis- 
appearance, but it seemed doubtful that he 
would ever get the chance to tell anyone, 


N orderly thrust open the door of Colonel 
Leaman’s office in the Headquarters build- 
ing in Space City. 
Leaman scowled from behind his desk. 
“What is it?” 
“S, Head of the Special Investigating Branch, 
has. been on the video screen, Colonel. He 


wants you, Vice-Commander Zero and Sub-' 


Commander Shore to meet him in his office at 
once,” 

Leaman rose, dismissing the orderly with a 
wave of the hand. 

Five minutes later, with Zero and Shore at 
his side, Leaman was knocking on $’s door in 
the Government Building. 

“Come in,” 

The three men entered the plainly furnished 
room. Sitting behind a huge desk was a tall 
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middle-aged man, who looked as if he would 
be more at home as a door-to-door salesman 
instead of being the head of security. 

“Take a seat.” S indicated three chairs drawn 
up facing him in front of the desk. 2 

“I'm afraid I have bad news. Double Two- 
One has had a crash. His hovercar blew up over 
the desert about an hour ago while he was on 
his way back from the Cahelium Research 
Plant.” * 

S paused, watching the expressions of the 
three men facing him. 

“He was a reckless devil, you know,” S con- 
tinued. “Seemed he had some trouble on the 
way out to the plant, but managed to right it. 

“Then, instead of using another hovercar for 
the return trip, he came back in his old one. It 
blew up. That’s the price agents pay for care- 
lessness, 


DOUBLE TWO-ONE SPECIAL AGENT 


Gs 


“Nevertheless, before the disaster, Double 
Two-One radioed to say that he knew where the 
Professor was and had jotted it down on his 
flight pad.” 

S paused, taking a sip from a cup of tea at 
his elbow. 

“We've sent a helijet to pick up the flight 
record, but it will be a couple of hours before it’s 
back here and the message decoded. So we 
should have the Professor back at the research 
plant in, say, four hours.” 

S rose and smiled at the three silent men. 
“TI thought you'd like to know so that you 
could relax, That’s all. Thank you for 
coming.” 

Silently the three men left the room. Donning 
their pressure suits, they called down to the 
subterranean hoverpark for their hovercars and 
made their way to the main air lock. 
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Outside the building the three men breathed 
a sigh of relief. 

“Say, how about a celebration on finding the 
Professor?” suggested Leaman. 

“Well, I'd rather not, Colonel,” Zero replied. 
“T feel kinda sorry about Double Two-One. He 
seemed a good guy.” 

“What about: you; Shore?” 

“Sorry, I’ve got to get back to Marineville, 
Some other time.” 

The three men clambered into their hovercars 
and disappeared in different directions. 

In room 204 of the Government Building, 
three video operators gathered round three 
video screens and watched the progress of Zero, 
Shore and Leaman. During their talk with S, 
transistorized video cameras the size of a box of 
matches had been fixed inside their hovercars, 

As each video operator reported, the progress 


of each hovercar was marked on a map in S’s 
office. 

Finally S nodded to himself, bent over his 
desk, flicked the intercom switch and barked: 
“Scramble Helijet 7. Course 128 zero green.” 

The sixty-four seater troop-carrier climbed 
rapidly from the heliport on the roof of the 
Government Building and screamed out over 
the city towards the mountains across the red 
desert. 

The video operators’ reports were now 
switched to the helijet pilot, and he began to 
shadow his target. 

As the minutes ticked by, the suspect’s desti- 
nation became clear. The helijet pilot made a 
slight change of course, boosted to full power 
and swept into a wide swinging ark towards the 
disused Cahelium Mines in the mountains. 

Four pairs of eyes peered from a disused shaft 
as the helijet camie over the mine, cut engines 
and began to land. As it touched down, fifty 
heavily armed security police leapt to the 
ground, 

Fighting was useless. The four men sur- 
rendered. 
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Half an hour later the suspect’s hovercar 
landed at the mine. The place seemed deserted, 
The driver climbed from the hovercar and 
hurried to the mineshaft. 

“Heinz!” 

He listened in vain for a reply. 

“Heinz!” His voice was louder. “Do you 
hear me? 

“Answer, you fool—we’ve got to, get Carrel 
out of here. The army will be here soon.” 

“Tt’s already arrived, Colonel.” 

Leaman spun round. 

“You! But you're dead!” 

“Not quite.” Double Two-One shifted awk- 
wardly in his hover wheelchair, his left leg 
stiffly sticking out from under the blanket draped 
across his knee. 

“You see, Colonel—I never got to the 
Research Plant. My hovercar crashed on the 
way out there, not on the way back. Luckily for 
me, a patrolling helijet spotted me dragging 
myself across the desert.” 

Leaman’s face drained of colour. 

“So ail that stuff from S$ about you radioing 
H.Q. and knowing who had kidnapped Carrel 
was lies—a trap?” 

“Some of it. My radio was out of action to 
start with, but I did know who had kidnapped. 
Carrel, though [ couldn’t prove it and I didn’t 
know where he was hidden. So we laid this 
little trap and you fell for it hook, line and 
sinker.” 

Leaman looked around the mine. It seemed 
inconceivable, but apparently Double Two-One 
was here by himself. If only. . . . The Colonel 
edged himself round nearer the hover wheel- 
chair. 

“But what put you on to me?” 

“The answers to two questions. Who knew 
which block Carrel was living in and who knew 
I was working on the case? Both answers were 
Leaman. Only you knew for sure that Carrel 
was at the Research Plant last night and not in 
Glenn City on some conference, as he well 
might have been. And as for my hovercar, I’m 
sure the hoverpark robot’s film spool will show 
one of your men tampering with it.” 

Leaman leapt forward, his left hand clawing 
at the ray-gun hanging at his waist. 

The ray-gun in Double Two-One’s right hand 
under the knee blanket blasted away, Leaman 
fell in his stride. 


x AVE adrink, Double Two-One.” S pushed 
a cup of tea across his desk towards the 

Special Agent sitting in his wheelchair. 

“Thank you, sir.” 

“You ktiow you're finished as a field agent,” 
S went on seriously. 

Double Two-One nodded. “It comes to all of 
us sooner or later, id 

“Glad you're taking it like that, but don’t get 


fi 


= 


SS 
SS 
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the idea we're retiring you on a big fat pension.” 

“What is in store, sir?” Double Two-One sat 
tensed, waiting to hear what his future would be. 

“You've been promoted—with a new title— 
you'll be known as Twenty-one. You’re the new 
Chief Officer for all Special Agents. From now 
on, they receive all their instructions from you. 
And if they have any queries they’ll just— 
CONTACT TWENTY-ONE.” 


i} Who 
killed the 
Sultan? 
THE HOTEL SPLENDIDE, LOS ANGELES. MAREMBA’S SULTAN AND HIS SECRETARY [i 
JHE FABULOUS ROYAL JEWELS OF ARE ALSO IN THAT SUITE. “ 
MAREMBA ARE IN A LUXURY SUITE = = = THE EYE IS 
= = x DAZZLED BY THEM 


WONDROUS BEAUTY, 
MASTER, THEY WILL 
FETCH A FORTUNE! 


BUT UNTIL WE 
FIND BUYERS, KHALIF, 
WE MUST HIRE A 
BODYGUARD . 


THE SULTAN CHOOSES THE TOUGHEST 
PRIVATE EYE” IN TOWN... BUTCH LARSEN | 


NOBODY'LL GET 
i] SY ME, BUD. / GOT 


MEESTER LARSEN.) A peberee: ou 


= 
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THAT NIGHT LYDIA VARDON, 


AMOS BURKE, CAPTAIN OF HOMICIDE fi ee IN_ON. 
THE CASE wr TIM TILSON AND LES 


USED A SILENCER. 


CALL THE POLICE! 
HE'S EITHER A MADMAN 
Oe A CAT- BURGLAR, 


WE ALL SAW HIM BEFORE 
HE DISAPPEARED OW TO 


CAPTAIN BURKE, 
i (SWEAR / DID Nor’ 
i{ X“L MY MASTER! 


KHALIF WAS. 
OPPORTUNITY v, 


WHERE HE COULD GET 
A CROOKED "PRIVATE 


YOU KNOW, WHEN: 
A MAN NEEDS A BODy¢ 
HE SHOULD BE CAREFUL 7O 
WEIGH HIM UP.. TO MAKE SURE 
HE'S NOT LIGHT- FINGERED... 
THAT'S BURKE'S LAW / 


COSmiC Capes 


HEADS OR TAILS-IT HURTS BOTH WAYS! : 


ik 
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After four replays of their quarter-final match in the 
Universal Football Cup, Mars United and Moon City 
decided to toss to see who went on to the semi-final. 

Grabbing the referee, the two captains tossed him 
high into the air—if he came down on his head, Mars 
would win, and if he came down on his feet, Moon City 
would move forward. 

‘The first toss-up was declared void when the ref. 
landed on his stomach but in the second throw, Mars 
won and so they go on to play Neptune Rovers—while 
the ref. goes to hospital! 


NOW ... FLYING 
TEA BREAKS! 


eS Sy 
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Following complaints and strike threats a few weeks ago 
by sole stickers and lace-hole punchers employed at 
Goofers, the well-known Martian Space Boot Factory, 
the firm has devised a new tea-break system. 

+ The stickers and punchers were complaining that 
by the time the tea lady’s trolley reached their part 
of the factory the tea was almost cold. Now with the 
new system, which was invented by one of the firm’s 
directors, tea is always served piping hot. 

Said Mr. J. J. Goofer, the inventor: “I got the idea 
one evening when some friends and I spotted a flying 
saucer in the sky. I realised how useful it would be if cups 
of tea could be made to fly round the factory!” 

So now flying cups of tea are orbited to the employees 
and the stickers and punchers are happy again. 
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“LEFT.” “RIGHT.” 


LIFE IN 1965 


Professor I. Digemmup, Cura- 
tor of the Jupiter Natural 
History Museum, who has 
just returned from an expedi- 
tion to Earth, told a crowded 
conference last week that he 
had come across some interest- 
ing specimens which would 
give new light to how life on 
Earth really was around 1965. 

“One thing we found,” said 
the Professor, “‘was a curious 
cylindrical-shaped tin con- 
tainer, about five inches high 
and three inches in diameter. 
T shook it and there was obviously something squelchy inside, 

“We managed to force it open and found quantities of small, pale 
brown objects in a red sauce. After much research we have come to 
a pe mpl Hs sunt have been a type of food very popular 
with some people in those days, cal “Baked Beans’. It was 
“I knew I shouldn’t have drunk apparently eaten on slices of half-burned bread, and the dish was 

that 100 octane oil for tea!” known as ‘Beans on Toast’. Most interesting.” 


THE BEST OF ZOONIE THE LAZOON. 


END OF BRITTANIA’S RULE 


One of the most amazing robots ever built came to a sad end 
today. 

The robot, Brittania, built four years ago by Professor Noel, 
could think and act like any human. His brain had been developed 
to such a pitch that he could write stories and compose music as 
well as being a top surgeon and artist. 

Last month his best known song, Around the Universe in 80 
Months, was top of the Universal Hit Parade for six weeks. 

But the wonderful robot, well loved by the public, was a dictator 
in private life, forcing Professor Noel to clean his sparking plugs 
daily, change his oil and polish his casing. 

The end finally came when Brittania convinced himself that 
he could fly. Against everyone’s advice he threw himself from the 
top floor of his block of flats—and smashed to pieces on the pave- 
ment. 


It says “‘light the blue touch-paper 
and retire fast!” 
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HAT,” asked Doc Beaker, blinking 
at the back page of the newspaper 
Professor Popkiss was reading across 
the breakfast table, “isa...em... spin?” 

The professor lowered the paper and looked 
solemnly at the inventor over his glasses. 

“A spin? . .. Well, it’s a—er—trip in a car, 
I suppose, Beaker——” 

“Or what you put. on a baseball to make it 
swerve, Doc,” Jimmy suggested brightly. 

“Or on a bullet to make it travel straight,” 
Mike Mercury added. 

“Most ... em... puzzling,” Beaker said, 
pointing to the newspaper. “Why would anyone 
want to...em...dryaspin?” 

‘Mike took the newspaper from Professor 
Popkiss and looked at it. Then he burst out 
laughing. 

“An advertisement for a spin dryer,” he 
chuckled. “Shucks, Doc! That’s a machine the 
womenfolk put their laundry in. It spins round 
and dries the clothes out—saves all the mangling 
and clothes lines.”” 

Beaker blinked. “Umph! Most...em... 
interesting,’’ he muttered, absently picking up 
his plate and trying to bite a piece out of it. 
“Umph! Toast is...em...too hard to. ..em 
...Masticate this morning, Professor.” 
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Suddenly he sprang to his feet and dashed 
into his laboratory, slamming the door. 

The other three looked quizzically at each 
other. 

“Don’t tell me!’ Mike said. “Just let me 
guess! He’s——” 

“GOING TO INVENT A SUPER SPIN DRYER!” 
chanted Jimmy and Popkiss. 

“Come on, Jimmy,” Mike said, getting up 
from the table, “let's buzz off to San Francisco 
and pick up those stores.” 

“Reckon we'll have time to take in a movie, 
Mike?” Jimmy asked eagerly as they climbed 
into Supercar. 

“Sure! We'll be better out of the way while 
Doc’s in the throes of invention, anyway!” 


OME hours later Mike and Jimmy came out 

of the movie theatre into the harsh glare of 
the sun. 

“Gee whizz!” Jimmy sighed. “That was a 
crackerjack picture, Mike! . . . That bit where 
the cops were chasing the bank robbers through 
the crowded streets —” 

A rattle of gunfire sounded along the 
street. 

“Look out!” yelled a man, diving into the 
doorway. 


SPUN OUT 


Passers by darted into the cinema and the 
street cleared as if by magic. 

A powerful black car snarled round a corner 
on two wheels and hurtled down the street 
towards the cinema. 

A thick-set man leaned from the rear window 
and sent a burst of fire from a tommy gun at 
a police car which screamed round the corner 
in close pursuit. 

There was a loud bang as the front offside 
tyre of the police car burst. It left the road and 
crashed into the front of a shop. 

A uniformed officer leapt out and fired a 
pistol after the fleeing car. The driver gave a yelp 
of pain and the car swerved violently and tried 
to bulldoze a lamp standard a few yards from 
Mike and Jimmy. 

Two men leapt from the wrecked car, the 
second of them carrying a big leather bag. 

“This is too much like the real thing, Mike,” 
Jimmy said nervously. “We'd better beat it.” 

“Hit the deck, Jimmy, and stay down!” 
Mike growled. 

Jimmy didn’t need telling twice. But, as he 
flattened out on the sidewalk, he was startled 
to see Mike take a running dive at the leading 
bandit. Mike had not been his college’s ace 
footballer for nothing. 


The bandit, half-turned to look back at the 
pursuing police, was caught off guard. He went 
down with a crash. His gun jerked from his 
hand and skittered into the roadway. 

“Good for you, Mike!” Jimmy yelled 
excitedly as Mike pinned the crook to the 
ground with a judo hold. 

But his elation was short-lived. The other 
bandit, racing up, smashed the heavy bag into 
Mike’s face, sending him sprawling into the 
gutter. 

With an angry snarl, Mike’s captive 
scrambled to his feet and ran off with his 
accomplice. A moment later they vanished 
down an alley. 

A police officer pounded up, gun in hand, as 
Mike sat up dazed. 

“Swell try, mister!” he panted. “Too bad you 
couldn’t hold the guy. They robbed the National 
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Bank and got away with twenty thousand 
dollars.” 

Mike grinned ruefully as he felt his face. 

“Feels like he got away with half my face, 
too! .. . If lever meet up with that guy again, 
somebody’s gonna get hurt real bad.” 

“But I bet it won’t be you, Mike,” Jimmy 
chuckled as they went off along the street to 
collect Supercar from the parking lot. 

They took off for the distant mountains. 

Jimmy sighed happily. “What a swell day! 
A humdinger of a movie and then the real 
McCoy bang up close——”” 

He broke off, his scalp tingling as something 
cold and hard and round was pushed against 
the back of his neck, and a voice like a rasping 
file said: 

“Do just like I say, Mister Pilot—or I’ll blow 
the kid’s head off!” 

Mike turned his head and gulped when he 
saw one of the bank bandits with a gun pressed 
against Jimmy’s neck. The other bandit was 
crawling from beneath the stack of supplies they 
had put in the back of Supercar before going 
to the movie theatre. 

“Keep flying!” the man with the gun grated. 
“We'll tell you where to land us, . . . Switch on 
the radio. I wanta keep tabs on what the cops 
are doing.” 

The white-capped bulk of the Sierra Nevadas 
was looming up ahead now as Supercar 
screamed eastwards. 

Mike switched on the radio. With Jimmy 
threatened he had no choice but to obey, but he 
was a seething cauldron inside. 

“* |... SAN FRANCISCO POLICE ARE COMBING 
THE CITY FOR TWO GUNMEN WHO MADE A 
DARING RAID ON THE NATIONAL BANK . . . ROAD 
BLOCKS HAVE BEEN SET UP AT ALL THE CITY 
EXUS:. 4.” 

“Stupid bulls!” jeered the man with the gun, 
“They'll still be searching "Frisco when we're 
back in Chicago.” 

“THE CHIEF OF THE CITY CRIME SQUAD IS— 
HOLD EVERYTHING, FOLK! HERE’S AN EMER- 
GENCY WARNING FOR EVERYONE EAST OF THE 
SIERRA NEVADAS . . .” 

Supercar was hurtling over the mountains 
now towards the arid waste of the Nevada 
desert. 

“.. . A GIGANTIC SANDSTORM IS SWEEPING 
WEST ACROSS THE DESERT. NOTHING LIKE IT HAS 
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BEEN KNOWN IN LIVING MEMORY . . . GET OFF 
THE STREETS, FOLK! BATTEN DOWN EVERYTHING!” 

“That’s swell news,” the gunman growled. 
“Even if the cops do get on our tail, that 
sandstorm’ll stop ’em.” 

Suddenly Jimmy, forgetting the gun against 
his neck, pointed excitedly ahead. 

“There she blows, Mike! . .. Gee whizz! I’ve 
never seen a sandstorm like that before—not 
even on the movies!” 

“Nor me!” Mike grunted, staring at the vast 
whirling cloud of sand that stretched across the 
horizon as far as he could see. 

“We should worry,” said the crook with the 
gun, pressing it harder against Jimmy’s neck. 
“Climb above it, Mister Pilot!” 

“What d’you think I was gonna do with it?” 
Mike growled. “Stop and play sandcastles?” 

He accelerated and hurled Supercar upwards 
violently into a backward loop. 

There were startled yells from the crooks as 
they were flung bagk among the stores. 

As Supercar levelled out, Mike locked the 
controls and flung himself over the back of his 
seat. Grabbing the dazed crooks by the napes 
of their necks, he slammed their heads together. 
They went limp and took no more interest in 
the proceedings. 


“Look out, Mike!” Jimmy yelled. “We're 
heading straight into the sandstorm!” 

Mike clambered back into his seat and 
grabbed the controls. Right ahead was gigantic 
curtain of dense swirling sand. 

He tried to lift Supercar above it, but the 
machine hurtled straight on. 

“Elevator control's jammed, Jimmy!” he 
yelled. ‘‘Hold tight! We'll have to go through 
it!” 

Supercar screamed through the driving sand. 
It scoured along the transparent casing, screech- 
ing like a horde of demons. 

It seemed to go on for hours. 

Then suddenly the noise stopped, the sand 
was whipped away from the forward screen 
and they saw the clear blue sky above 
them and the yellow-white desert below 
them. 

“Gee whizz!” Jimmy gasped, turning to look 
back, “That was hot while it lasted wow! 
Mike! Turn back! That isn’t a sandstorm. It’s 
coming from the workshop!” 

Mike swung Supercar and his eyes bulged 
when he saw the sand to the west of the work- 
shop being whirled away as if by a colossal 
blower and spreading out to smother the whole 
landscape. 
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“Galloping gophers!” he yelled. “I bet Doc 
Beaker’s behind this!” 

When they landed to the east of the workshop, 
a distracted Professor Popkiss ran out. 

“Thank heavens you’ve come, Mike!” he 
wailed. “This is terrible! There won’t be any 
sand left soon . . . but Beaker won’t switch the 
thing off.” 

“What thing?” Mike demanded. 

“His super spin dryer, of course! . . . It’s got 
out of control!” 

“You're telling me?” Mike growled, dashing 
into the workslop and pulling the main fuse. 

Abruptly the sand ceased whirling and the hot 
stillness of the desert closed around the work- 
shop. . 

Doc Beaker let out‘an angry yell and stamped 
out of his laboratory. 

“Another power failure!” he stormed, waving 
his arms wildly. “I shall write a stiff letter of 
complaint to the company!” 

“Don’t waste your valuable time, Doc,” 
Mike said, winking at Jimmy and the professor 
as he went back to Supercar. “I’ll make the 
complaint in person. . . . I’ve got a couple of 
passengers to drop at ‘Frisco police head- 
quarters. .. , Coming, Jimmy?” 

“You bet, Mike!” Jimmy grinned. 


HE air is chill. The faintest trace of a 

moon throws deep shadows on the moun- 

tain pass, high in the Pyrenees. You can 
see them coming now, a train of laden mules, 
the heavy packs on their backs swaying from 
side to side. But you don’t hear them . . . there 
isn’t a sound as they approach. Like a ghost 
train they drift past, and from the concealing 
shadows of the wayside rocks, you see that their 
hoofs are muffled with sacking. 

There are men with them—smugglers, But if 
you'd expect to see hard, granite faces, drawn 
pistols at the ready . . . maybe a swinging 
cutlass in an oiled scabbard, you’d be dis- 
appointed. For these men are just the ordinary 
residents of present-day Andorra, that tiny little 
country perched high in the mountains between 
France and Spain. 

To the Andorrans, smuggling is not a game. 
Neither is it a hobby or pastime. It is a way of 
life. Here in this state, founded by the monarch 
Charlemagne and named by him “the Valley of 
Hell”, virtual independence means a freedom 
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from taxes and duties that abound on goods in 
the neighbouring countries. 

So Andorrans buy. Anything and everything 
—and all duty free. Cars, radios, food, clothes— 
the lot. And it all makes a nocturnal journey 
over the mountains, in one direction or another, 
to be re-sold at fancy profits in Spain or France. 

Andorrans are great believers in the law. They 
make a great deal of them. But this is just face. 
Laws, they claim, are mere tokens—never in- 
tended to be kept! While revenue and customs 
duty are dirty words! So typical is this attitude 
of the people of Andorra, that the smuggler- 
band might even include a handful of the 
country’s prominent local officials! 

The above-board industries of Andorra are 
tourism and tobacco. Building, too, goes on at 
an alarming and indiscriminate rate. Evidently, 


anyone who owns a patch of Jand there can put 
up whatever he likes on it, and buildings and 
projects mushroom all over the place. Then, of 
course, there are banks. Most of the men in 
Andorra seem to be bankers, and most of the 
buildings, banks. No wonder, with all the money 
that is raked in from smuggling! 

Which leads to a final point about those men 
trudging over the mountain pass with their 
contraband. Their night’s journey done (having 
delivered the goods to the harder-faced variety 
of French or Spanish black-marketeers, com- 
plete with lorries and trailers), the Andorrans 
plod back on muffled hoofs to their homes to 
snatch an hour or two of sleep, before going off 
to work. Not on donkeys—but in Cadillacs and 
Chevrolets. Andorra is a country of smugglers. 
It is also a country of millionaires! 
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A STINGRAY ADVENTURE 


MARINEVILLE TRAITOR Be 


‘A TOP SECRET RADAR VESSEL SPEEDS THROLIGH THE 
Me OCEAN, PROBING THE DEPTHS FOR AN LINDERWATER 
esd CRAFT WHICH HAS BEEN CALISING MLICH SABOTAGE. 


BUT THE ALIEN CRAFT KNOWS THE RADAR 
VESSEL IS DUE IN THE AREA, 


Ep AN 
p CON TO RADIO 


f TROL BLIILDING... BRING % 
| OVER THE TAPES OF ALL Sy 
SABOTELIRS... IT'LL MESSAGES TRANSMITTED IN Ji 
hte THE PAST FORTY~ EIGHT 
ff HOLS. 


RADIO CALLS ARE ALITOMATICALLY RECORDED, 
MOST _ARE ROUTINE, BLT THEN... 


BuT iM NO 
TRAITOR... | DIDN'T 
\ MAKE THAT CALL... 


NDING A COMPLE’ 
INVESTIGATION. 


TROY'S JOB WAS TO 
GET BLISINESS AND 
@C| FAMILIES FROM THE 


f- US, OUT OF THE 
g gj COLINTRY. 


eran ia 


PHONES WAS AT THE OTHER END OF THE RADIO. 

CALL... A SOLDIER OF FORTLINE, EMPLOYED BY 

THE GOVERMENT WHO WERE BEING OVERTHROWN,| 
= T 


THE Game's UA TEMPEST Xe cee May GOS To ae 
(THE REVOLUTIONARIES HAVE ge YOu, 

DISCOVERED THE RADIO. on : 

THEY RE Soe on Way 


BLIT TROY DIDN'T KNOW HE'D]. \ TROY DIVED, BLIT THE GLINBOAT.. 
BEEN DISCOVERED TOO... } DROPPED A DEPTH CHARGE... |\\7 


PHONES HAD HEARD THE GLINBOAT'S 
ATTACK... HE SEARCHED THE BEACH. 


THIS MUST BE 
TEMPEST... YEH... NAVAL 
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OLDIERS ARRIVED QUICKER] may 


la! WAS EXPECTED. . 
¢ Ml 1 if 


Pa | iGuT SPOT, TEMPES: 
®S Gs 
Et. Wa a me 


(ZLL TRY TO HOLD THEM 
OFF. RADIO THE U.S. BASE 
FORTY MILES NORTH OF 
HERE... |T'S OL/R ONLY, 
CHANCE. 


FE We 

THIS. 
ALIVE 

> 
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OW, Hl, TROY. 
1 WAS JLIST 
REMEMBERING 
HOW WE MET, 


COMMANDER SHORE AGREES. THAT NIGHT 
ATLANTA AND TROY SECRETLY MONITOR ALL! 
RADIO MESSAGES LEAVING MARINEVILLE... 


NEW RADAR 
VESSEL WILL BE 
ON COURSE 720) 


COLILD BE, COMMANDER. 
YOU MEAN \witt YOU ANNOLINCE ANOTHER 
SECRET VESSEL'S COL2S: 
COULD HAVE FOL 
IMITATED 
PHONE'S: 


TROY REACHES THE BUILDING] 
IN DOUBLE QUICK TIME... | 


TLL TEACH YOU TO LUSEY 
MY BLIDDY'S VOICE, YOL/ 
be, VO GOOD TRAITOR, 


[ 


WITHIN FIFTEEN MINLITES, IT-18 ONLY A MATTER OF TIME BEFORE THE 
STINGRAY IS LAUNCHED... LIEN CRAFT ARRIVES WITH INTENTION 
ES OF DESTROYING ANOTHER RADAR VESSEL... 


RAISING 
THE VASA 


T couldn’t have been finer launching weather 
I that sunny August Sunday in 1628. Throngs 

of sightseers lined the walls of Stockholm 
Harbour to watch the 1,400-ton galleon Vasa, 
pride of the Swedish Navy, unfurl her sails for 
the first time. 

Gracefully, 180 feet of glittering, painted 
warship slid into the harbour, sixty-four menac- 
ing cannon jutting from blood-red ports, each 
with a ferocious gilt lion’s head to terrify an 
enemy. The crowd roared patriotic approval. 

And then, without warning, a light gust of 
wind ...a puff, no more. . . blew into the 
harbour from the sea, and the Vasa heeled 
astonishingly to port! For tense seconds the 
450 people aboard waited for the vessel to right 
herself . . . but the list grew worse! Frantically, 
gunners below decks hauled their cannon to 
starboard! 

It was too late. Water blasted in through the 
dipping gun-ports, and the mighty Vasa cap- 
sized and sank within moments! 


OURNING for the dead had hardly begun, 

before divers were making the first salvage 
attempt. It was unsuccessful. So was the second, 
and the third . . . and many after that. In 1664 
a German team managed to bring up fifty of 
the Vasa’s cannon, but with such difficulty that 
further attempts were abandoned. For close on 
three hundred years the Vasa lay abandoned 
and forgotten in a hundred feet of water, left to 
the mud and silt of the harbour bottom. 

It wasin August 1956 thata Swedish Admiralty 
official named Anders Franzen decided to make 
an attempt to locate and raise the Vasa. Nor- 
mally, time would have utterly destroyed such 
a ship . . . but Franzen found that a low salt 
content in the Baltic prevented the presence of 
the wood-consuming shipworm. It could be 
that Vasa was down there, more or less perfectly 
preserved, 


RAISING THE VASA 


Painstaking searches revealed that his theory 
was correct, and Franzen managed to convince 
the Swedish Government that the warship was 
worth the immense cost of a re-float. 


MMENSE cost . . . and immense danger. For 

to raise Vasa divers would have to sink tunnels 
in the clay beneath the ship’s hull, tunnels which 
might so easily cave in. Cables would have to 
be Jed through these tunnels, and secured to 
pontoons like great floating rafts on each side 
-of the vessel. And then there was the possibility 
of the old timbers cracking when the cables 
were drawn taut. Granite ballast in the warship 
might force the hull . . . come cascading out in 
a crushing underwater avalanche, 

There were dangers of a lighter kind, too. 
The ghost of the Vasa’s bos’n, for example . . . 
said to roam the decks, said to wilfully hinder 
the divers. Men swore that objects were sud- 
denly and inexplicably snatched from their 
hands as they worked. 

But whether this curious phenomenon was 
really the bos’n’s ghost, or whether tiny eddies 
of freak currents were responsible, the salvage 
work went on. The more superstitious divers 
claimed that they calmed the bos’n’s temper 
by flinging coins into the water before they 
went down. 

It was another August, this time 1959, that 


Vasa was ready for her first lift. Slowly, 
anxiously, the cables were reeled in. A diver 
submerged for a cautious look, and surfaced to 
report that the intact hull had been lifted 
18 inches! 


'HE warship was moved to shallower water 

for the time being, and then, in 1961, Vasa 
was towed into dry dock at Beckholmen, to be 
put on show to the public. 

The work is not over. The societies concerned 
with the salvaging of the galleon want to restore 
her to her original state, and divers are still 
searching for odd pieces and fragments in the 
harbour. Boxes, locks, arms and coins are 
constantly coming to light. 

But the main problem is to keep Vasa from 
disintegrating. After such a long spell under- 
water, the timbers, should they dry out too 
quickly, would become liable to dry rot. A 
permanent sprinkler system keeps them wet. 
Again, wetness in the open air might lead to a 
damp fungus attacking the wood, and so a 
chemical, polyethylene glycol, has had to be 
soaked into the hull to help preserve it. 

With new problems arising all the time, it 
looks as though Sweden is going to have a 
tough battle with its Vasa. . . or could the real 
adversary be a jealous bos’n, who met his end 
that August day in 1628? 


The Vasa raised in dry dock 


MY FAVOURITE MARTIAN 


sounds came from the flashing fists of Jack 

— Hooper, the fast-talking heavyweight cham- 
pion of the world, as he banged home punches 
against a hefty bag. Tim O’Hara and his Uncle 
Martin, who was a visitor from the planet Mars, 
exchanged slightly awed glances. 

“At least, that’s one of his opponents who 
can’t hit or talk back!” said Martin. 

Tim, a reporter on the Los Angeles Sun, had 
been sent to Hooper’s training camp to try and 
get an exclusive interview with him. Unfor- 
tunately, fifty other newspapermen were there 
with the same idea. 

Hooper, the heavyweight champion with the 
longest reach and the biggest mouth in history, 
moved towards the ringside. 

“I’m the greatest!’ he announced. “I’m going 
to make mincemeat of my opponent. He won’t 
stay five rounds in the ring with me!” 

“Hold on a minute!” shouted Tim, “We 
haven’t seen any of your sparring partners yet. 
What have they to say about all this?” 


Sem Slap! Slap! The hard, pistol-like 
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“What sparring partners?” Jack Hooper 
yelled. “Man, I can’t get my sparring partners 
to say anything. The ones who have been in the 
ting with me can’t, ’cause they ain’t got no 
teeth left to talk with, and the others are too 
scared to spar. So I am short of sparring 
partners. Do you want to join me in this ring?” 

“Er... no, thanks!” said Tim, nervously 
backing away. “Just asking a civil question, 
that’s all.” 

“Then ask your civil questions someplace 
else!” shrieked the champion. “No one in the 
whole world is game to go ten minutes in this 
ring with me. You're all cowards! The whole 
world is full of cowards!” 

He pranced around inside the ring, holding 
on to the ropes, sticking out his tongue and 
chattering like an ape. Louis Leftright, 
Hooper’s manager, a glum-looking man with a 
hooked nose, came forward. 

“Gentlemen of the Press, I am sorry!” he 
apologised. “I was hoping to give you an inter- 
view, but,” he shrugged, “there’s no doing 
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TIM FOR CHAMP! 


nuthin’ with Jack when he’s in this mood. We'll 
just have to wait until he settles himself down. 
Come back in an hour.” 

As the pressmen turned away, Martin snorted 
angrily. 

“That big bag of wind the heavyweight cham- 
pion of the world!” he said, “Huh! He may bea 
champion on Earth, but in the Universe, he’s an 
also-ran. Why, back on Mars I was known as 
the Martian Mauler. I was one of the very few 
planet-weights who knew the secret of invisi- 
bility. When things got tough, I just used to 
disappear and hit ’em wherever I wanted to!” 

“Interesting!” mused Tim. “A pity we can’t 
use those tactics on Hooper.” 

“But we can!” insisted Martin. “And you can 
get your interview as well. Listen to me.” 

Fifteen minutes later, Louis Leftright’s jaw 
dropped down almost to his chest. Tim O’Hara 
came through the door of the gym dressed in 
trunks and boxing shoes with an outsize pair of 
gloves strapped to his wrists. It was only the 
thought of Uncle Martin, invisible, but nudging 
him from behind, that spurred Tim into speech, 

“T’ve changed my mind,” he said. “I’m here 
to take up Hooper’s offer to spar with him!” 

“Do me a favour, mush!” begged Louis. 
“And stick to your typewriter. Why, you 
wouldn’t last half a round against Jack.” 

“Is that so?” shouted Tim, “I'll soon show 
you if I’m good enough!” 

His eyes had fallen on some dumb-bells 
stacked against the wall. 

“Come on, Martin, help me!” he whispered. 

The reporter strode over to the weights and, 
flexing his puny muscles, he lifted one of the 
huge dumb-bells halfway to his shoulders. 

“Martin!” he hissed. “Heave!” 

“Tam!” Martin hissed back. 

With the aid of his unseen partner, Tim 
hoisted the tremendous weight over his head. 

“Jack!” croaked the manager, his eyes bulg- 
ing. “Come out here, quick!” 

As Tim and Martin lowered the weight, the 
towering ‘figure of the heavyweight champion 
appeared. 

“He wants a job as your sparring partner,” 
said Louis dazedly. “This reporter fella here. 
T’ve just seen him lift one of those dumb-bells!” 

“You’re the dumb-bell!” sneered Hooper. 
“Why, I could blow this punk out of the ring 
if I just opened my mouth!” 


“I bet you could!” said a voice. “Especially 
with that load of hot air you give out!” 

“What did you say?” snarled Hooper. 

“T didn’t say anything!” pleaded Tim, which 
was quite true, because Uncle Martin had said 
it for him! 

But it was too late, no one was listening. 

“J don’t take that kind of talk from anyone!” 
bellowed the fighter. “Come into the ring and 
say that!” 

“You heard what the man said!’ whispered 
Martin in Tim’s ear. “Together, we'll give that 
big palooka the biggest beating of his life!” 

So, much against his will, Tim found himself 


TIM FOR CHAMP! 


facing the mean stare of Jack Hooper, the 
toughest man in the United States. 

“Some exclusive interview!” he told himself. 
“How I was half-killed by Jack Hooper!” 

The only thing that gave Tim confidence was 
the thought that somewhere in between him 
and Hooper was his invisible ally, Martin. 

At the sound of the gong, Hooper leaped 
across the ring like a tiger, but staggered as a 
punch from nowhere landed on his right ear. 
He stopped, puzzled and Tim threw a left hook 
on to the fighter’s jaw. Hooper reeled and 
backed a pace looking worried. He came in 
again and this time Martin, timing his punch 
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to perfection, belted the champion on the nose. 

“Come on, kid!” shouted Louis anxiously. 
“He only hit you once!” 

“Once,” panted Hooper. “Then who else 
keeps hitting me!” 

Tim lasted out the round, easily holding off 
a worried Hooper. Then in the second round, 
Hooper lashed out wildly, fell into the ropes 
and missed his balance. As he straightened up, 
Tim smacked him in the solar plexus, steadied 
him with a glancing left, then thumped him 
hard between the eyes with his right. In the 
third round, Hooper came out again and Tim 
found that, oddly enough, he was enjoying 
himself. 

“Good old Uncle Martin!” he thought as he 
weighed up his opponent and then hit him hard 
with a looping right that sent Hooper reeling 
on the ropes. The heavyweight slipped down 
and landed on his back, out for the count. 

There was a stunned silence and then Louis 
leaped into the ring. 

“You’re sure a hot shot, kid!” he gasped. 
“But I’ve got to declare this a no-match, If 
people find Hooper has been beaten by a punk 
like you, the gate takings will drop. How much 
will you take to'keep it out of the papers?” 

“Save your dough, Louis!” Tim said. “I’m a 
reporter and I did this for my own satisfaction. 
Y'll take my pay-off in the form of an exclusive 
interview with Jack—when he wakes up!” 

“Sure, sure!” agreed Louis eagerly. 

As Louis helped his battered fighter from the 
ring, Tim called softly to Martin, but there was 
no reply. Puzzled, Tim went to the dressing- 
room. 


ARTIN staggered from the dressing-room. 
Tim gasped as he saw the Martian’s 
battered nose’and two black eyes. 

“What happened to you, Uncle Martin?” 

“That’s what I’m trying to figure out,” 
Martin replied. “I remember the bell going for 
the second round, then suddenly everything 
went black.” 

Tim’s eyes popped. “You mean Hooper 
knocked you out?” White faced, Tim staggered 
against a wall. “I fought the World Heavy- 
weight champion,” he gulped. Then slowly he 
slipped down the wall unconscious. 

Martin shook his head, “T’ll never understand 
these Earthmen.” 
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PUZZLE ANSWERS 

Po lt 

Zoonie and Prof. Matic wouldn’t be in Supercar; Robert 
wouldn’t sit in Commander Shore’s hoverchair; Aquaphibian 
wouldn’t be riding a jetmobile; Supercar and Stingray have 
swopped names; Stingray cannot fly; Marineville missiles would 
not be at Space City. 

p. 28 

‘Will you check Supercar’s motors, Beaker?’’ 

“Certainly, Mike—it will not take me long.’’ 

p. 29 

Mechanical fish; hoverchair; Fireball XL5; Stingray; Supercar, 
Zoonie, Jetmobile. 


Yes, the lines are parallel, 


From Troy Tempest’s name, we made Roy, pet, pest, Tom, pot, 
spot, top, mop, toy, tot, trot, set, stomp, rest, step, stop, stem, 
test, tote, mope, rope, more, met, temper, pore, Peter, protest, 
steep, storm, street, yes, meter, romp, and we could have kept 
on going! 
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